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they reverenced mullahs they did not care for them
as lodgers. The inquirers gathered that another mullah
had once visited the town, and had departed by
night, taking with him all his hostess's gold ornaments
and leaving nothing in exchange except a bad repu-
tation.
It seemed, however, that there was an empty shed
half a mile down the river, which had been set aside
by the Rajah for lodging holy men. The way to this
shed was pointed out with the utmost cordiality by
the inhabitants, and at nightfall M'Whizzle, Archibald,
and the camel found themselves trudging along it
wearily.
It was about the time when Malaya takes its evening
meal. The roads were deserted, but through the
twilight of coconut groves came the faint chatter of
voices as the families of rural Tidatau sat on the rough
verandas of their huts and exchanged the news of
the day. In the veiled sky above bats were flitting.
The rustle of their wings as they wheeled close to the
heads of the travellers sounded like the swish of the
skirts of a ghost. Tidatau was noted for its ghosts,
and here close to the Palace and the cemetery was
about the place where obviously they might be met
with.
Archibald had seen such awful saunterers more than
once in Borneo, and, like most of his fellows, he simply
detested ghosts. The sight of them was liable to
bring on hot shivers and cold sweats, and, when there
were said to t>e many about, he always made a point
of staying at home. He looked shudderingly at the
small hardwood crosses that showed now hers and